


The frfi part eft he contention of the twofantm 
Jmmortall hate vnto the houfe of Yorke, 

Norneuer foall I fleepefccurdone night, 

Till 1 hauefuiiouflyrcuengde thy death, 

- And left not one of them to breathe on eanh„ 

He takes him vp on his backe. 

And thus as olde Ankjfesfonnedidbeare 
His aged father on Iris manly backc, 

And fought with him agaitift the bloudy Greekcs; 

Huen fo will I : but flay, heves oneofthem, 

T o whom my foule hath fworne itnmortall' hate. 

Enter %ichard,and then Clifford layes downe hi< father fghts with 
him, and Tfic hard flies away aoaine. 

Out croot ktbacke Vilbine, get thee from my ffoht, 

But I will after thee, and onceagaine, 

When I hauc borne my father to his tent, 
lie trie my fortune better with thee. 

exit yong Clifford with his father* 
.nLtrtxes againe } and t hen enter three or fonre , bearing the duke of 
B m kingham wounded to his Tent. 

Atarmes fim^atd then enter the Kino and flueere. 

ggeene A way my Lord, and fiie to London ftraight, 
Make hafte,for vengeance comes along with diem. 

Come, (hand not to e>:poflulate,lets go. 

King Come then faircQueene, to London let vs hade* 
And fumtnon a parfomenf with fpeede, 

To flop the fury of theie dyre euents. 

exeunt King and fueere, 
Aiarmes,and then a fo tt v if , a nd enter the duke of 
Ter be and 'By chard. ' ■ ' 

Yorke How now boves, fortunate this fight hath beene, 

I hope to vs and ours for Englands good, 

A nd our great honor, that fo long we loft, 

W hilft faint-heart Henry,did vfurpe our rights: 

But did you fee old Salsburv (iiice w'e 
With bloody minds did buckle with the foe, 

J would not for the Ioffe of this right hand, 

T hat ouglit but well betide diat good old man. 

Sick 



hettfes y>f Yorke and Lane afier. 

%ich. My Lord, I favv him in the thickeft throng. 
Charing his lance with his old weary' armes, 

And thrice I faw him beaten from his liorfe. 

And thrice this hand didfot hint vp againe, 

And foil hefought with courage gainft his foes, 

The boldeft fprited man that ere mine eies beheld. 

Enter Salfbury and IKarwicke. 

Sdw. See noble father where they both do come, 

The onclv props vnto the houfe of Yorke. 

Sdfb. Well baft thou fought this day, thou valiant Duke, 
And.thou braue hud of Yorkes increafing houfe, 

The fmali remainder of my weary life, 

] hold for thee, for with thy warlike anne. 

Three times this day thou haft preferude my life. 

Yorke What fay you Lords, the King is fled to London? 
There (as I hcare) to hoi d a Parlnmcnt. 

What faies Lord VVarwicke, foall we after them? 

War. After them, nay before them if we can: 

Now bv my Faith Lords twas a glorious day. 

Saint Albons battell wonne by famous Y orke, 

Shal be eternizd in all age to come, 

Sound Drums and Trumpets, and to London all. 

And more fuch daics as thefe to vs befall. exeunt. 
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